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The Ruined Lovers. 
” * , * . — 1 ; 
B inz a rare Nartaice of a you g Man that dy'd for his Miſtriſs in June laſt, who ie 
; long af er his Veith, upon co: fideration of his tire Aﬀcction, aud her own Coynels, 
Wy — 4 — WY 


conid pot be OUTTA, bu. [zoe d out h. r days i Melancho! y, len d f crat? lick a 


{0 a, Ca, 


TLotie Ions of, Atock-8 ger: Hail ſt andi empiy. 150 / 1 


Pon that in love were never pet, 
attend unte mu ſtoꝛp: | 
F922 it is nem, tis ſtrange and true, 

ag eder age afloꝛded, 
A tale more ſad, pou never had, 
$1 ann Docks retoꝛded. 
A peung Man lately lov'd a Paid, 
mac than bis lite oz fortune; 
Din in her Ears the ſaine tonvep'd, 
fo! thus he did impoztune: 
Denr pittp me, the lover cryp'd 
Seet iet hy heart tome to me, 
undcekten laid unto the Maid, 
Iv: e me er you'l cnuvo-ne. 
J never was engag'd befoze.. 
J mut and will ve true to thee, 
Lobe nencr made mecry and roar, 
until J ſaw thy Beautp. | 
Ms ercature con d of fi and blood, 
2:n:g mr delight wito nie 
Male me to try perpetually, 
love me or you'l undo me. 


\ A Ars ſhall to Cxpid now ſubmit, 
| fo: hc hath gain'd the glozy, - 


Be made Wddoeſſcs to the Maid, 
und pꝛolkered to advance her, 

I coumot love thee, then The ſaid, 
pꝛap take it foꝛ an anCirer: 

In manp wapg he ſung her pꝛaiſe, 
obe ſhot hig Arrow thecugh me, 

CCI y did not he, do ſo to me, 
iove me, tr, | 

She made zim ſuch a ſtrange reply; 

he durſt no moꝛc tome near Her, 

Quoth he, 4 wii{ amo eme and dpe, 
linte there is nothing dearer. 

The jops of ail the Chziſtian Wo2id, 
(Cailty be) are nach mig to me, 

Tu is death onlp, can let me tree, 
DYE ME; ee & 

De rock His Bed herag'd and burn'd 
ſie this mit greatly gricve her, 


Dis ſcezching love was quickly turn'd 
2 


into a burning Feaver: 
And then he dpd, but frſt he erp'd, 
O! Wii che not rome tome: 5 
Then ſheds a tear, tis laſt wozds were 
love, me or you'l undo me. B70 
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he Dirgin when He heard the news 
was rern greatlntroubled; 
And when the Cock in'd Coꝛps the viev:s, 
her woes were all redoubled: 
And haſt thou dy d foꝛ me, ſhe erp'd, 
thou Haff in love out⸗run me 
Too late J map. thus ſadly ſan, 
Thy De ach hath quite undone me. 
Mad J a thouſand Wozlds, J would 
gibe them all to veitoze fee, | 
Foꝛ J am guilty of tp blood, 
how dare J Hand vefoze thee, 
Jam a Lourd2cfs, woe is inc, 
let all true lovers ſhunme, 
And J mult cry until J dhe, 
thy Death, Tt. 
It is in vain foꝛ ine to live, 
thy memozp Wilt haum me, 
A only have a ſhoꝛt repꝛicve, 
thy ſoꝛrows dailp daunt me 
W erc-ever thpzrad Con do lpe, 
fince thou in Death haſt Wan me; 
J will be laid a weful Waid, 
Thy death, Rc. 
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With that the tears felf from her Epes, 
the could no longer hear it. 

Foꝛ love ond death doth tyrannize, 

he tauld ens longer bear it: 

Han have me hame to bed, ſhe crp'd, 
m loꝛrows over-fiume me, 

Jam rewarded fo2 mp Pꝛide, 
Thy death, Fc. 

She took her bed, and in her head. 
a thonland frantick Dꝛeams are, 

Sadip ſhe lies. and in her Eyes, 
a hundzed flowing ſtreams arc: 

That wetched Soul am T, ſaid ſße, 
O mhether am Jgoing: 

P3o2 Sul ſhe crp'a, and lo ſhe dn'd, 
thy death, Et. 

Let all fair Maids that are in lobe, 
by t9is p292 Soul take warning, 

Telt that lilie her, pon ladlp pape, 
the purchaſe of Her ſcoꝛning. 

Let ali bp th18 mend what's amiſs, 
bet92e Stick ober⸗᷑run pe; 

Leſt pou be koꝛcꝰd to dpe and erp, 

thy deach hath quite undone me. 
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